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Laurie Taylor 
WELL CARED-FOR 
Our mother knits little booties 

for us to wear in motel bathrooms 

lest we grow fungus between our toes. 

And she crochets 

slipcovers for crinkly paper 

cut to fit public toilet seats. 

She has arranged to decorate 

our arms with small-pox circles; 

each new kind of needle finds us 

bare-assed and stiff-lipped. 

She speaks the word fomite 

in a whisper, like good gossip. 

Not one insect is welcome here. 

We scrub our breakfast eggs, 

peel all fruit, tell no dreams. 

Mother, you're locking us away 

from the human race: dreams and diseases 

are all we know to share. 
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POKER GAME 
We sit amid smoke and dirty jokes. 

We trade hearts for hopes of diamonds. 

Stale beer slops on cards slick beneath clumsy fingers. 

We open a new deck and discard the jokers. 

The humorless faces of what remain 

Tempt us with the hint of a future. 

We toss coins as in the collection plate. 

We give the limit in hopes of making our straight. 

Or maybe we make our path straight to where 

Raises are lost in the name of bad luck. 

We ante automatically while the dealer 

Thumbs the cards. His face is expressionless. 

He is used to seeing futility burning 

In crazed eyes that yearn for the perfect card. 

We see with the absolute clarity of a blind Teiresias 

That our future depends only on our ability to persevere 

Until that last card comes spinning to us from a deck 

Where the unknown waits to spring its final surprise. 
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Gene Fehler 
BOY VISITING FATHER 
fog. 

snow. 

Greyhound bus. 

a woman 

in a green coat 

by the curb, 

waving 

as the bus 

turns the corner, 

waving 

across silent tire marks 

in the slush 
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SIlARING CONFIDENTIAL INFORMATION 
Long observation of all God's creatures 
permits me the title 
of scientist first class, 
and free admission to events 
where people come together. 
Progress was slow and tedious. 
If I've told you this before, 
Mrs. Snypes, 
call me a jerk when I'm through 
but don't interrupt me. 
I believed I was a monster 
for much of my adult life, 
capable of diverting an airliner 
or impersonating a physician. 
I was guilty of everything. 
My favorite fantasy was the "big house," 
of which the following is a sample 
from around the time 
I thought I was being followed. 
8 
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In inner dialogues with unfeeling wardens 

I demanded the electric chair. 

They offered me a 5 minute ride 

on an electric horse that bucked. 

It was part of my problem 

of never being taken seriously 

even in my dreams. 

They asked for remorse 

before granting me a conjugal visit 

with my concubine, 

and laughed openly at me 

when I told them I had mafia in the family. 

They said they had diabetes in theirs. 

I reminded them of my environment. 

They reminded me of theirs. 

We came from the same neighborhood. 

I was in my element which was Strontium 90. 

Before I was led away, 

I asked them if they knew ~ol the Bookie, 

who was exposed to radiation 

on a Dayline cruise to Indian Point 

and has to pee into a barrel. 
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NOT THE CITY 
In the country, that is, not the city 
we are very aware 
of what we eat and when we see things 
we say "Isn't that pretty." 
In the country we have a past 
and like to drive on Sunday 
and read names on mailboxes ­
sometimes we read fast. 
In the country we take naps 
by bubbling t.v.'s and even 
make sixty-three 
before our first major heart attacks. 
We are also aware of space 

chances are the girls 

have meat on their bones 

and teeth in their face. 

We have neighbors 

who are just people 

if everyone seems to agree 

we exchange favors. 

We like to give cookies 

and get kids in return 

and get crazy drunk 

and get married to horsies, 

And just get along ­
in the country we have a saying: 
"Don't drink the water." 
and everyone seems to agree. 
10 
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Paul Weinman 
,...., 
,...., 
GONE FISHIN' 
Nighthawk screams in sky, searching some moth. Again and a man 
tips his head toward more light with thoughts of fish. An elm's 
twisted limbs clutch at clouds. Toes cold, he stalks bait within 
the black-wet grass. 
Squatting, metal can set softly, light flashed from his hand and 
slowly scans through the dew. Bright stops in the silhouette of 
tree and his hand thrusts down - mud thud. 
Easily he pulls a nightcrawler long, glistening in slime from the 
earth. Drops it to the metallic sound of can. 
Man moves on with a satisfied breath 
of the nighthawk sky. 
- seeks some more to sounds 
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Rich Murphy 
LINES IN HONOR OF THE WIND PATROL 
boarders, drawn in the sand 
by governments, have been 
washed away for decades. 
defenseless, behind the nuclear apron strings, 
the rulers have become lost in their garb. 
if there is a country, 
it is the size of a farm, 
and it owns a lead-lined root cellar 
for the king, queen and pawns. 
mostly there are meadows 
with families pledging 
that there are walls to the moon 
around them. the tenement, 
and orphan, the front line, 
are pigeon-holed with a pea-shooter 
and fingernail file. the suburbs 
wear a red-cross arm band, 
and invest that the enemy is not blind. 
the crowds that will line 
the empty streets with balloons, 
huddle here and there in caves, 
exercizing their thyroids and genitals. 
12 
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Madelyn Eastlund 
CEMETARY SUNDAY 
Myra's lips were drawn in a thin, uncomproml.sl.ng 
line. She slid over to the driver's seat of the sedan 
and gunned the motor as an angry warning. 
Steve looked her way, then turned back to Mike. 
She watched as he shook his head. Mike said something 
else. Again Steve shook his head -- slowly, as if he 
really didn't want to shake it at all. 
Myra tooted the horn sharply. 
Steve put his hand on Mike's shoulder in the com­
radely way the men had. Then he walked quickly toward 
her. Myra slid back over into the passenger's seat. 
"What was all the conversation with Mike?" she 
asked. There was a pettishness in her voice. "I thought 
you'd hurry. You know we have all the cemetaries to do 
this afternoon. lI 
"I know," he said, sliding the car from the curb 
in that easy, unhurried way that almost made her want 
to stick pins into him. "Mike just wanted to know if 
I'd playa few sets of tennis with him this afternoon." 
"You told him you couldn't, of course?" 
He nodded. 
"That shouldn't have taken long," she persisted. 
"Well, he thought he could convince me, I guess. 
It's such a good day for tennis ... " 
"Steve, you know we have our plans made. It's 
the first Sunday of the month. You know that!" 
"Yeah, I know. I told Mike." He turned toward 
the highway. "Where do you want to eat?" 
Myra settled back and smoothed her white gloves. 
It was a smug, self-pleased act. "How about the steak 
place we tried last month?" 
"Expensive ... " 
"We only do it once a month, Steve. You know I 
hate to cook on Cemetary Sunday. You know that! It 
gets started late and besides I hate to change my clothes 
after church and then change them again." 
13 
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"I know. Is Vi going to dinner with us?" 
"I didn I t invite her. We'll stop in for her after 
dinner." 
"What time did you tell her we'd stop by?" 
"I didn't tell her any time. I haven't spoken to 
her for over two weeks but she knows that we always pick 
her up and take her with us." 
"But how do you know she wants to go with us this 
month?" 
"Where else would she want to go on the first 
Sunday? Really, Steve, you do ask silly questions 
sometimes. She knows we always go to the cemetaries ... " 
"On the first Sunday of the month," Steve finish­
ed tiredly. "But, honey, maybe she has other plans 
for today." 
"She couldn't. .. where would she go ... and on the 
first Sunday! You don't make any sense at all, you 
know that? What plans could she have?" 
"Maybe she has a date." 
"s teve, she's Allan's wife!" 
"Was his wife, Myra. Allan has been gone for 
three years now. Vi is an attractive woman. Time 
for her ... " 
"You're terrible, you know that? What a terrible 
thing to suggest! That she'd rather have a date than 
go to the cemetary wi th us ... " 
"I only ... " 
"Now you've spoiled the start of our day, you 
know that? I was so looking forward to the dinner 
and then put tering in the plots." 
Steve shivered but Myra didn't notice. She 
pulled out a cigarette and lit it with an angry 
strike of her lighter. 
"I think pansies will look pretty as a bor­
der around Mama and Allan, don't you? But, for 
the center--why don't we stop and buy a bouquet of 
carnations? White carnations. Mama always loved 
carnations." 
14 
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Madelyn Eastlund 
IIWhat about Tom and ... II 
"Oh, I thought carnations for all the plats. It 
would be so much simpler than trying to get something 
different for each and it isn't as if it matters! II 
IICarnations are expensive." 
IIThere you go -- talking money again. Why do you 
always begrudge the flowers I put on the graves?" 
"I don't Myra, but ..• " 
"Yes, you do! And you know what, I think you be­
grudge even these Sundays, too. I really do. I think 
you wanted to play tennis with Mike today. I don't 
think you wanted to go with me today at all!" 
"Now that you mention it, I don't think we have 
to go every single month on the first Sunday, I really 
don't.1t 
"You are heartless. A really heartless man! I 
never realized that about you before. I never did ... 
and after twenty-seven years, to think of making such 
a discovery." She pulled a wisp of hanky from her 
pocketbook and sniffed. 
"I'm not heartless. I just think it's a morbid 
way to spend the first Sunday of every month!" 
"You do!" she flashed. "You think it's morbid of 
us to do our duty and show our respect?" She gazed at 
the roof of the car soulfully. "God forgive him!" 
"Look, you're getting hysterical. Forget I said 
anything. Do you want to go home?" 
"You'd like that! You'd like me to say yes, but 
I won't. I'm not going to let you spoil my outing. I'm 
just not! We'll have a nice dinner, then get Vi and 
maybe at St. John's we'll see some of the family and 
ha.ve a nice visit." 
"I doubt that. II 
She nodded. "It's true. The others aren't a 
bit faithful, are they? I don't think Millie has been 
near Jim's grave in months. And to think how crazy in 
love he always was. Poor boy. It didn't take her long 
to just shrug him out of her life." 
"That's not true, Myra. Millie hasn't shrugged 
15 
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him out of her life. She's up to her ears bringing up 
their children and ... " 
"And too busy to spend one Sunday a month at his 
grave! And didn't you notice how quickly she stopped 
wearing black?" 
"People don't any more and Jim always said he 
didn't like her in black anyway." 
"Be that as it may, black is proper for a widow 
for at least a year." 
"Oh, come off it, Myra! In mother's day maybe, 
but not today!" 
"I've never really forgiven her either for not 
having him buried near Mama and Allan, or at least 
with Papa." 
Steve didn't answer. He turned the car into 
the parking lot of YE OLDE STEAK INN. 
"Mama and Papa should be buried together, too. 
It would make it so much simpler," Myra said as they 
got out of the car. 
'~ouldn't you like my folks all buried with 
your folks, too?" Steve said. 
"Whatever for?" 
"It would make it simpler," he said nastily. 
"One stop only on Cemetary Sunday." He held the 
door open for her, then followed her into the res­
taurant. "Two," he told the hostess. 
"I just don't ]mow what has gotten into you 
today, Steve," Myra complained. She followed the 
hostess to a table by the window. "THIS IS VERY 
NICE," she said with a smile. The hostess withdrew. 
Myra and Steve were quiet as they studied the 
menus. The waiter came, took their order, and 
poured ice water into tall glasses. 
"It's just that I don't want death to make me 
callous, Steve" Myra said. "I don't want to forget 
my loved ones. It's little enough to mark the 
graves with flowers each month, isn't it?" 
"That's what it was in the beginning," Steve 
16 
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said softly. "It's gotten out of hand now. I've watch­
ed through the years, Myra, as the first Sunday of the 
month took on more importance to you." 
"Oh, Steve! A lecture?" 
He shook his head. "Forget it, the waiter is 
bringing our steak." 
For the remainder of the meal they spoke to each 
other cautiously, skirting all talk of cemetaries, 
graves and death. At last their coffee was finished, 
they pushed back their chairs and Steve paid the bill. 
In the car, settled again, Myra said, "We have to 
stop for Vi now don't forget." 
Steve nodded. 
"What do you mean by more importance?" 
"Hrnnnn?" 
"In the restaurant," Myra persisted, "you said 
the first Sunday of the month took on more importance. 
Don't you mean that you just lost your interest? That 
tennis means more to you? That you don't care about 
paying your respects? That you'd just as soon forget 
you ever had a mother or a father?" 
"Myra, that's nonsense and you know it, or you 
would if you just stopped to think about it." 
"I only know that you'd deny me the little plea­
sure of ... " 
. 
"That's it! You look on these Sundays as a plea­
sure. You take a morbid delight in puttering in the 
dirt of the grave plot. It frightens me." 
"I loved my poor dear Harna and Papa and my broth­
ers and my sisters and ... " She was sniffing into her 
handkerchief. 
"All right, Myra. All right. We're almost to 
Vi's house and then we'll stop and get the pansies and 
carnations." 
She dried her eyes. "They will look pretty, won't 
they, Steve?" 
"Yes, they'll look pretty, Myra," he said. He 
turned in at the next lane. "Looks like Vi has com­
17 
19
et al.: Aldebaran Vol. 12, Issue 1
Published by DOCS@RWU, 1982
Madelyn Eastlund 
pany," he said, pulling up in front of a white shin­
gled house. 
''Whoever •.. oh, dear, people are so tho~lghtless, 
aren't they?" Myra got out of the car and started up 
the walk. She rang the doorbell. 
A slender, brown haired woman opened the door. 
''Why, Myra ... " She looked beyond Myra to Steve coming 
up the path. "Hi Steve. Come on in." 
"We can't stay," Myra said primly. "We just stop­
ped by to pick you up." 
"Are you going someplace?" Vi said. And then she 
flushed. "Oh, it is Cemetary Sunday, isn't it?" 
"Yes," Myra said. 
"I have company. Special company. Please come 
in and meet him." 
"Him?" Myra's eyelashes went up. "Him, you say?" 
Vi put a hand on Myra's arm. "I was going to 
call you. I want you and Steve to be the first to meet 
him -- before I make the announcement to the family." 
"What announcement 7" Myra's voice was cold. 
"I'm getting married, Myra. In about three months. 
I met him at the office •.. " 
"That's wonderful," Steve boomed. He leaned for­
ward and kissed her cheek. 
"You can't," Myra said. Her face drained of color. 
"You can't. You are Allan's wife." 
"I'm sorry, Myra. I didn't think you'd take it 
like this. Please come in and meet Frank." 
"No!" 
Steve put his hand under his wife's arm. He shook 
his head at Vi. "We'd better leave. We'll meet him 
another time, Vi. Myra doesn't feel too well today. 
I'm happy for you, but another time." He guided his 
wife down to the car. 
She wept silently as he drove the car away. 
"We're going home," he said. His voice was firm. 
He looked angry. 
"How could she marry someone else," Myra whimper­
ed. "She's Allan's wife." 
18 
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"No," Steve said, she was Allan's bride of three 
months. She's been widowed for three years now. It's 
time she made a new life for herself. The living can't 
worship at the shrine of the dead." 
"I've got to plant pansies." 
"I'll buy pansies but you'll plant them as a bor­
der of our garden, Myra. There will be no more Ceme­
tary Sundays." 
"Mama ... " 
He shook his head. "I won't take you. Under­
stand that, Myra. I won't take you. You'll spend all 
your Sundays from now on among the living." 
"Mama will be mad at me. She always told me I was 
a selfish girl. She always said I should have stayed 
with her more. That night she died, if we'd only been 
with her -- and Papa. You know Papa wouldn't have died 
in the accident if I had driven him instead of letting 
him go alone. I told him he was a pest. I really did, 
Steve. I did!" 
"Shush, Myra. None of it was your fault. You're 
just working yourself up." 
But Myra didn't hear him. "And Tom. We never 
used to visit Tom while he was in the veteran's hospi­
tal ... it was so depressing.:~nd remember how Millie 
and Jim's kids always gave me ~ headache .•. so I neglec­
ted them. They were the poor relations. I didn't want 
to be bothered. I didn't want them trampling the gar­
den •.. oh, if only Jim will forgive me for that!" 
Steve pulled the car over to the side of the road. 
''When we were kids," she was whimpering, "I al­
ways pushed Allan around. I poked fun at him some­
times ... " 
Steve reached across and deliberately slapped her 
face. "Shut up, Myra! Shut up! What is done is done. 
Going to the cemetary can't undo anything that was done, 
can't you understand?" 
She wept. "It's only one Sunday a month. Turn 
the car around, please." 
19 
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"I'm not going to the cemetary anymore!1I 
IIJust this once, Steve. Please. Just this Sun­
day. Next month I won't ask." 
"You know you will." 
III promise." 
"All right. This once," Steve said. He passed 
his hand down his face. "But don't promise anything, 
Myra. Just don't promise anything. You know you won't 
keep your promise." 
IIWe'll stop and get the pansies and carnations," 
she said. "I really do think the pansies will look 
pretty as a border around Mama and Allan, don't you?" 
She settled back and smoothed her white gloves. 
"Yes," Steve said. "Yes, pansies will look just 
fine." 
* * * 
20 
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A DEATH UNATTENDED 
tears roll, balls of guilt, 

when I reject yesterday and all you were to me. 

you, the ambiguous soldier, chameleon within my life. 

one moment fiercely protective of him; 

as though he were your lifeblood ­
poison, but more nourishing than emptiness, 

the next, our knight in dented armor, 

rushing to pull us from the grasp of his jaws. 

I watch you shrivel each day from afar, 

a flowering plant placed in a dark basement. 

at first the petals cling to the vine in panic, 

before succumbing to the darkness; 

crashing to the ground, wrinkled, brittle. 

bruised, clinging hopelessly with dried roots 

to arrid, unforgiving ground.­
stripped of all nutrients, eroding more each day. 

and I arrive too late, 

watering can poised, but useless. 
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GIFT OF PEACE 
"When neither hatred nor love disturb our mind 
Serenely we sleep." -- Sutra of Hui Neng 
My brother, stretched 
out on 6th St for the last time, stinking 
of booze and vomit (clothes 
a filthy piss-sopped fixture to his bones ... red 
mouth agape in quiet screaming about 
the woman and children he once loved before 
the whisky split them and 
they ran from him as quickly as he ran deeper 
into the pub) but 
this time the last, no 
more love or hatred to disturb his mind or 
interrupt his sleep 
with 
the gash from ear to ear a gift from 
One Eye Johnny (who 
assumed possession of the pint for 
this gift of 
peace 
) 
22 
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SOFTVILLE 
Softwetplaces for softwetpeople 

are built in softville 

warmblue houses 

and 

softblue mushrooms 

hushing 

under whispergreen blades 

of grass 

Softville is soft 

as touch and lick 

and tastes as sweet as 

lick or wish 

Softville has softless 

crime and crimenals 

named badeddie 

and rottenbilly 

who are hard,who 

touch and breathe 

softlessness 

and whisper harder 

than a butterfly flies 

Softville has good neihbores 

and neighborets 

were ms green 

is soft to mr green 

and mr does 

alias;milkman creamman butter mam? 

doesn't do deliveries 

unless 

mr whoever is home in softville 

Softville loves warm children who dress 

in softness and whisper 

only when asked 

and never s 0 0 n e r . 

23 
25
et al.: Aldebaran Vol. 12, Issue 1
Published by DOCS@RWU, 1982
Michael L. Johnson 
VIETNAM 
Tired of fear and fight, 

a young marine lies alone 

on a riverbank, 

hash pipe gone out in his hand. 

He hears a close sound, 

like breathing. Suddenly fires 

a clip of quick rounds 

blindly into the reeds. Stands. 

Reloads. Slowly stalks 

the green stillness till he finds 

a Vietcong dead, 

a hole in his side, bright blood 

draining in a pool, 

dream red, on the riverbank, 

hash pipe gone out in his hand. 
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DRIVING IN WINTER 
I drive in winter, 

Recovering from a past job, 

A past love, 

Marveling now 

As the sun 

Winks from behind 

The bare trees. 
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THIN ICE 
(Essex) 
Near where the sun feeds heat 
to stubble and thin ice, 
wetland water moves smooth, 
and in slow, swallowing grace, 
surrounds the isolated house 
soon to be suctioned into a rest 
that will fill the void 
it has housed for years of hours. 
I wish I could be there 
when its surrender is decided­
would sit on the porch in a chair 
and sigh to the collapsing moon 
and falling stars that collide. 
26 
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Ken Holmes N 
RAVING FEATHERS TALKING SHIT 
Raving feathers talking shit 
Blowing the head off its rightful rest 
Memories of the old bitch at the bar rasping 
"I don't mind if you smoke but then I'm a sadist." 
A~d the cute red head in the corner siphoning Vodka 
A rebound looking for someone to hurt. 
Absolute truth and absolute falsehood 
Are so far apart 
That life conversationally can be lived betwe~n the two. 
The sun sailing softly on a summer breeze of memory 
Softening springs trespass 
Bourbon winking from the cereal bowl on the rug. 
The breath behind your ears, tells you of the absence of loneliness 
And fear carries you and your hangover to the toilet 
And when you have nerve to look 
The woman holding your head in the towel 
Is a stranger with a smile warmer than blood 
Her thighs alabaster and cream 
You crawl inside and deny Monday. 
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THURSDAY IN TORONTO 
Rain clouds galloping across the city dusting it with their sweat, 
Megatons of factory breath driving them high and away. 
The earth curling at the edges 
Like an old yellowed photograph 
Licking the air in thirst pining for a bath. 
The multitudes in collective migraine 
Frustratedly erasing their feet on concrete. 
Round cans on sidewalk stuffed with offerings to the Gods. 
Children in their revolt laughing and enjoying life. 
The forces of power marshalling in red brick mind grinding depots. 
The anti toxins of nature assaulting the carbuncle of civilization. 
00 
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ON PATIENCE 
I followed you down to the shore 
and waited for the waves to break us apart. 
We should go the way of a shell to sand-
struck down carried out and back again 
staggering up struck down carried out 
and back again staggering up struck down 
carried out and back again 
in the rhythm of how the world began. 

It takes time. Now we glisten and turn brown. 
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Roger Williams College, graduating in 1974 with a 
B.A. in Creative Writing. From 1977-1979 she studied 
at the Iowa Writers' Workshop where she received a 
M.F.A. in English with a creative thesis. She was 
also a 1980-81 recipient of a writing fellowship at 
the Fine Arts Work Center in Provincetown, MA. Her 
first book of poems, Reckless Wedding, was chosen 
winner of the 1982 Houghton Mifflin New Poetry 
Series, to be published in October. 
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AN INTERVIEW WITH MARIA FLOOK 
ALDEBARAN: WHEN DID YOU FIRST BEGIN WRITING? 
FLOOK: I think I've always been a writer. I didn't 
do too well in school, but I had a few teachers who 
noticed certain qualities I had and who encouraged 
them. I guess I was writing little things from the 
word "go." 
By the time I was in high school I was really 
noticing that I was writing. Instead of doing some­
thing else in the evening I'd sit down, and I had a 
little typewriter with a red ribbon in it, and so I'd 
write these red poems. 
At that time I was influenced by some rock-and­
roll and I got some poetry books. Where I lived there 
weren't that many bookstores but I was buying poetry. 
None of my friends were buying poetry. They weren't 
buying any literature at all probably. So I think even 
as a teenager I was thinking about being a writer. 
When I went to college it was really affirmed. I was 
going to college, I was in a writing program, and I was 
trying to be a writer. I sent some poems to this blind 
advertisement in the New York Times when I was 16 years 
old. My mother showed it to ~e. I got seven poems in 
an anthology published by Harper & Row before I was 
even 17 years old. So I think I got some encouragement 
from that. I thought, "Boy, this is easy!1I You know, 
to get in a big New York house anthology was amazing. 
But the anthology was rather simple, it wasn't very 
serious. It was called It is the Poem Singing into 
Your Eyes. It was for young writers. I think all-in­
all I got paid $380 which is a lot of money to be paid 
for poetry. I mean, nobody pays that much for poetry. 
Bob McRoberts was encouraging. He was someone 
who said it's not absurd or silly or frivolous to 
spend time writing. I think I started believing I was 
31 
33
et al.: Aldebaran Vol. 12, Issue 1
Published by DOCS@RWU, 1982
Mikula & Davis/FLOOK 
a writer when I was at Roger Williams College, and I 
started working at it and reading and sending my work 
out. So for about 10 or 11 years now, since I first 
started at RWC, I've considered myself a working writer. 
WAS WRITING EASY FOR YOU? 
At first I thought it was, but I found out later that 

it isn't. If you run 20 miles a day and then you go 

that one extra mile, it's hard. It's just like that. 

And so it's easy in the sense that I've been doing it 

a long time and I like it, but it's hard to extend my­

self, to go farther, to do something new, to do it 

better. In that sense it's hard. 

WHAT WERE YOU WRITING IN COLLEGE? 
I started out writing poetry. I considered Bob to be 
my mentor although I did take fiction with Geoff Clark 
and I did write a few stories for Geoff. I became 
very interested in writing fiction. 
Then I wrote a long novella a year after I had 
my daughter, a big chunk of fiction, and then another 
novella a year later. So actually fiction writing is 
what I was more interested in for awhile. 
DID YOU SEND THE NOVELLAS OUT TO TRY TO GET THEM 
PUBLISHED AT ALL? 
They weren't of publishable quality. At the time, 
they were good for me. They weren't horrible but 
they weren't very good. It took me three months to 
write a first draft and I spent another month and a 
half on the second draft. So I had this long story 
and I really liked it. But you see I had this young 
baby, she was about one at the time, so my time was 
completely consumed by my child. During the day I'd 
take notes and pin them to the refrigerator. Some­
times I'd even mark them in crayon on the refrigera­
tor until my husband came back and then I had the 
freedom to write. I'd shut myself up in this room 
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and write for five hours a night. 
DID YOU STAY IN POETRY ALL THROUGH IOWA? 
No. I was in the poetry workshop and I didn't take 
any fiction workshops. but I did write stories. So 
I've drifted back and forth between fiction and poetry. 
I would definitely consider poetry my major concern, 
although I really do like to write fiction. 
WHEN DID YOU WRITE THE SHORT STORY "CLEAN"? 
Well, I wrote "Cleanlt when I was in Provincetown. I 
sent it out to Redbook and Redbook liked it but told me 
that it was too obscure for their readers. But then I 
sent it out again. I sent it to Cosmopolitan and they 
liked it a lot too but they thought that the male char­
acter wasn't developed enough. And then I sent it to 
Playgirl and Playgirl took it, which wasn't my first 
choice. you know, because nobody ever reads that maga­
zine, they just look at it. I don't think fiction is 
why people buy that magazine. But it was good because 
I got $500 which was really wonderful. I needed the 
money. 
DOES IT BOTHER YOU, AS A WRITING GRADUATE, HAVING TO 

DO WORK IN A BANK? 

Well, I don't like the term "-writing graduate" because 

I'm a writer. But yes, it does bother me. 

DO YOU THINK THAT IF YOU WERE WORKING IN A JOB WdERE 

YOU HAD TO USE YOUR CREATIVE MIND, YOU WOULD EXHAUST 

YOUR CREATIVITY AND NOT BE ABLE TO WRITE OR HAVE THE 

CREATIVE ENERGY TO WRITE? 

In some ways, yes. If I was working for a magazine 
that I really cared about and had to use a lot of crea­
tivity perhaps that would tire me out, but I tell you, 
I can't get much more tired than I am now.•. 
I'm still interested in writing fiction. The 
thing is, with fiction, you need time. You need a 
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large chunk of time. With poetry you need just as much 
time to write, but you can sit down and work on a poem 
for an hour, and you've worked on it and you might have 
improved it. You can sit down and work on it again and 
again. With fiction, you need several hours in a 
stretch, to really lay the story down, and you can't 
really write fiction in 15 minute snatches or one hour 
snatches. 
WHERE DOES WRITING RATE IN TERMS OF IMPORTANCE IN YOUR 
LIFE? 
This is always on my mind because I have a child, which 
of course is of major importance in my life. Not only 
do I care and feel deeply for my child, I also have a 
responsibility to the child and I can't write when my 
child needs something to be done for her. A child 
needs so much. 
I certainly would be very unhappy if I wasn't a 
writer. I'd be very unhappy without my daughter, or 
without a relationship with a man, but these things 
are constantly pulling at each other. With a child 
I can't sit down and write when I may want to. Of 
course you could take off and have no responsibility 
to another human being and lock yourself up in a room 
and write, but life isn't like that. 
It's a vague question because it's hard for me 
to say. Sure, if someone said, "You're going to go into 
a concentration camp and you can either take your type­
writer or your child," that kind of thing, you know, 
what are you going to do? Or your boyfriend, you know? 
That's silly. I wish I didn't have this job I have to 
work at to make money. The important thing is I wish 
I had money enough to not have to work a lousy job be­
cause then I'd have enough time to spend with my 
daughter and to spend on my writing .•. But there's 
more than just writing and a child. The other day I 
was up all night playing blackjack ••. 
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HOW DID YOU GET INTO THE AHE.RIClIN POETRY REVIEW? HOW 
DO WRITERS HAPPEN INTO INCIDENTS LIKE THAT? 
These questions bring to mind a lot of feelings I had 
when I was an undergraduate, "if I could just get into 
one of these magazines that are so la-de-da, I'd have 
it made" kind of thing. Also in grad school, you have 
this scrambling to get on the cover of things, to be 
in a magazine, and you know--it's crazy. It gets to 
be that what's important is that your name is on a mag­
azine, other than the fact that you're writing some­
thing serious and you're turning out good writing. It 
becomes such an obsession with people. I don't know 
how to feel about APR. They publish such lousy poetry 
lately .•. 
They do publish some good poetry, along with the 
corresponding photograph, usually a woman with her head 
in her hands. It's ridiculous. It's like the National 
Enquirer of Poetry or something. 
DOES IT HELP AS A REFERENCE TO GETTING PUBLISHED 
ELSEWHERE? 
Well surely it does, if you have an insecure editor at 
a magazine and they see that you've been published 
somewhere else they might look at your poem differently. 
But that's the insecurity of aditors. If an editor likes 
my poem, he'll take it; if he doesn't like it, he won't. 
DO YOU READ YOUR POEMS TO COLLEGE AND SPECIAL GROUPS 
WHEN ASKED? IS IT PROFITABLE? 
In Iowa I read a few times. They had student readings. 
There was this funny reading in Iowa that I participated 
in, an x-rated reading. Some faculty and students read 
erotica. 
I also read at the Provincetown Work Center. You 
can't make a living reading at colleges. I think it's 
wonderful to be asked to read somewhere. It doesn't 
come very often. You can read to a select public. I 
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mean, in certain ways the poet selects the public. Only 
a few people in the world are interested in reading 
poetry. It's great for a poet to be asked to come and 
read. There are some poets that can make an income from 
it, but you certainly can't make a living from it. It's 
nice when you're asked to come to a place where there is 
interest in your work. Roger Williams College is won­
derful to have two writers a semester. You are able to 
see and hear poets and novelists, and to have confer­
ences with them. Not many other schools have that. 
DO YOU THINK THE SPOKEN POEM IS THE ART RATHER THAN 
THE PRINTED POEM? 
Not at all. In fact there are poets that give very 
poor readings. There are some poets that just aren't 
good readers. But no, I don't believe that poetry is 
a spoken art at all. I think it is nice if you have a 
poet that does read well. To me it's hard. 
I met a lot of poets when I was at Roger Williams. 
Crazy ones, serious ones, good ones ...wonderful people. 
And cuckoos. Ravenly drunk, reeling at the podium. 
They were wild days. Crazy days. 
YOU DON'T THINK IT CHANGES WHATEVER MESSAGE OR CONTENT 
OR THEME THE POEM HOLDS WHEN IT'S SPOKEN, BECAUSE YOU 
CAN CONNOTE ANYTHING WITH YOUR VOICE? 
Well hopefully the poet knows what he means to be say­
ing well enough so that as he reads the poem he won't 
be changing the content at all, but representing it 
purely. You can hear anecdotes and get inside the 
poet's experience. 
IS THERE A PARTICULAR THEME YOU DEAL WITH? 
There is very little separation between my life, and 
my life as a writer. My poems are often about mothers 
and daughters, about the histories that begin in child­
hood and proceed or disappear, about love and the 
evidence of love, which is something different. What 
~ 
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is left destroyed often better describes what was orig­

inally constructed. The afterlife of something seems 

to obtain more power and identity than its first flesh. 

The abandoned survive with a greater liberty to think 

for themselves, they gain a pure, uninhibited vision. 

A true orphan has no attachments and condemns no one. 

In my work, the births and deaths of things seem equally 

praised. 

DO YOU HAVE A PARTICULAR AUDIENCE IN MIND WHEN YOU'RE 
WRITING? 
Yes, I have a certain audience. I'm writing for my 
close poet friends, people who I respect, and I'm also 
writing for a more general audience, people who are in­
terested and serious about poetry. 
HOW DO YOU BEGIN TO WRITE A POEM? 
When it comes down to sitting at the typewriter it's 
a very nagging feeling because I am prevented from doing 
it most of the time. 
I do jot things down at work occasionally, but by 
the time I write it's going to be after dinner or after 
I've put my daughter in her bath and to bed, or this or 
that. Or I've done the dishes or I haven't done them 
and I just say, IIHey, I'm going to sit down and write,1I 
and I go sit down and in an hour, I'll get up and do the 
dishes if it's not working right. That's what was great 
about Provincetown. I didn't have to have a job. I 
took my daughter to school at eight o'clock in the morn­
ing and then I'd work for four hours, five hours, and 
then had time for my daughter after school. I did a lot 
of good work there, and a lot of reading. 
IS THERE A PARTICULAR TIME OF DAY WHEN YOU LIKE TO 
WRITE? 
Mornings, because I'm freshest then. A lot of ideas 
come at night; I might set down a poem in its first 
form. But to be able to have the time and space when 
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I'm really fresh to do all the hard work of writing, 
all the revisions and making the poem into a poem, my 
best time would be morning, which I experienced at 
Provincetown and a little bit in Iowa when I wasn't 
working. 
DO YOU SAVE ALL YOUR DRAFTS? 
It's not that I count them. I don't number mine. I 
know some people who do that. I knew a woman in Iowa. 
She was so compulsive •.. she had big books and books of 
drafts and they would be numbered page by page. I 
definitely have many drafts before I'm finished but I 
don't save them all. 
If I have ten drafts I'll go back through them 
and I might throw out the first several because they're 
just cluttering up my desk. When I'm working on a poem 
I might have two drafts in front of me, still not sure 
which part of which draft I want. I usually have 40 
to 50 drafts before a poem is finished, but I don't 
keep them all. 
DO YOU WRITE DAILY, EVERY NIGHT, OR DO WEEKS GO BY 
WHEN YOU DON'T WRITE AT ALL? 
Hopefully not weeks, but I don't write every night. 

I would like to, but it all depends on how tired I am 

or if I must do something else. But I'm not writing 

as much as I would like to be writing. Hopefully some­

time soon I'll get a job that's easier on me, so I can 

have more time to write. 

DO YOU KEEP A JOURNAL OR A NOTEBOOK WHERE YOU RECORD 
ALL YOUR IDEAS? 
I don't keep a journal, not one book. I probably just 
keep many sheets, scraps of paper, sitting at the kit­
chen table .•. writing .• ~iotting down half a poem on an 
envelope or some newspaper or a napkin or anything, 
and then I'll throw it in my desk and get back to it. 
I'm not that organized. I'm very sloppy. It's not 
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good for me to keep a journal. I'm not like that. I 
can't open a little book and write in it neatly, and so 
I'm writing on a piece of paper or an envelope, or my 
hand, or anything. Then I'll put it together later. 
But there are people I know who keep very rigorous 
notebooks, which is probably very helpful, but I'm not 
that organized. If I have a thought, I write it down 
on an available piece of paper. I've even written a 
poem on a dollar bill once, in a bar, except that I 
ended up spending the dollar bill. So, there we go. I 
find it too containing to have to go and find that 
little square notebook and take it out and write the 
stuff down in it. I just grab a piece of paper and 
put it in a folder or a place where I've been keeping 
that kind of stuff. 
IF YOU WERE A CRITIC CRITICIZING MARIA FLOOK, WHAT 

WOULD YOU POINT OUT AS HER WEAKNESSES AS A WRITER? 

HER STRENGTHS? 

I guess my strength would be my imagination, and that 
would also be my weakness. I do have a good imagina­
tion. I have a very strong sense of metaphor and 
simile to the point where sometimes it goes overboard 
and I have a hard time maintaining clarity. It gets 
to a point where my poetry becomes obscure. The more 
extended the metaphor, the harder it is to put down 
the clear thought or truth of the poem. 
My imagery can become very dense within my poems. 
Metaphor can become so tangled, intense, that I'm not 
able to write. 
What makes art is the imagination; but without 
thought and without intellect, it's not poetry. 
So I have to fight between the imagination, the 
subjective, and the intellect. When I'm successful I 
hopefully have a very wonderful sense of the subjective 
and good control over the statement I'm making. So, my 
imagination is probably both my strength and my weak­
ness. 
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DOES YOUR OWN PERSONAL CRITICAL SENSE EVER INTERFERE 
WITH YOUR WRITING? 
Of course. In the process of writing you're constantly 
checking yourself because you're trying to find the 
right words. So you might think: "the black cat" or 
something, "think of another adjective ... no, no, don't 
use that ..• throw this out." Fear isn't the right word. 
It doesn't even get to the point where I'm frightened 
to sit down and write, which is called writer's 
block ... I just know I've had it, I've failed, this 
sucks and I don't want to go on. 
It doesn't interfere in the sense that it's pre­
venting me to write. It's certainly that I'm writing 
for myself and this person on this shoulder is saying, 
"No, it doesn't work out." It's o.k. that it inter­
feres; otherwise I'd sit down and write anything 
that came into my head and say, "Great, there it is ... " 
I don't think I'm overtly critical but some 
poets are tortured. They're so critical of their 
work that they can't do it. I have reached certain 
points like that, at different times. 
HAVE YOU EVER RUINED A POEM BECAUSE YOU'VE GONE 
BACK AND CHANGED IT? 
I don't think so. I know that does happen to some 
people, that they cut the poem down so far, they take 
everyone's opinions so seriously, like in the work­
shops with people's criticisms. Then the poem's not 
really theirs at all anymore. 
You have to maintain your sense of, identity and 
the fact that you believe in something that's happen­
ing in your poem. And others don't understand it. 
You have to weigh whether something is true or wheth­
er it doesn't apply. Usually if more than a couple of 
people that you respect make a comment on a poem, then 
it's probably good to heed that comment. If a couple 
of people are telling you something and you respect 
those people, then it's good to consider their sug­
gestions. 
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DO YOU WRITE SOLELY FROM PERSONAL EXPERIENCE? 
don't know how else I could effectively write. I'm 
certainly influenced by other literature, but that 
wouldn't be personal experience. But I certainly 
couldn't write anything that I didn't know about. 
I might have learned forms of expression from 
other writers. I've learned a great deal from litera­
ture and the experiences of other people, but I wouldn't 
take other people's experiences and write about them. 
Of course my fiction is not all autobiographical. 
In some sense it is; you're creating a situation from 
other situations you have experienced. 
WUAT ARE SOME PROBLEMS YOU ENCOUNTER AS A WRITER? 
The first thing, as a writer and as a person who is 
many other things besides being a writer, is to obtain 
permission from the world to write. There are also 
many difficulties in the process of writing itself. 
I think one problem of being a writer is in try­
ing to find a job that you're happy with. If you're 
a writer, you're not going to be happy doing too many 
jobs that aren't really related to that. The best job 
for a writer would probably be a teacher. If you had 
a very large load of students it would be very tiring 
to be a writer and a teacner, but at least you'd be 
talking about what you love the most. 
Secondly, being an artist in a world that really 
pushes art way to the bottom of the heap. As far as 
opportunities go, I'm not too political, but in other 
countries, in Sweden for instance, they pay their ar­
tists, give them tax breaks, et cetera. You have a 
half-day at a regular job, like Tomas Transtromer, 
who's a psychologist, but you spend the rest of the day 
as a writer. He's a psychologist, but Sweden says: "Oh 
no, don't be a psychologist all day long. Just do it 
for a half-day, get paid just as much as a full day, 
and go home for the other half-day and be a writer be­
cause we're proud of our writers." This is Sweden, but 
in America it's very difficult. 
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He's happy because he's able to write his poetry. 
He's a happy man, not so much that the country's proud 
of him, but because of the fact that he's able to be a 
writer. 
Whereas, I'm a writer but I'm a writer who's un­
able to write, a lot of times because I have to work at 
shitty jobs in a country that won't give me free money 
to write! We're tax payers paying for bombs and stuff. 
Shit! Give me some money and I'll write a poem that 
kills! You can also be a poet that bombs out at a 
poetry reading, you know .•• 
But it's hard to be an artist. It's difficult 
to be a writer even if you're able to write. You're 
never happy because your art's never right. You're al­
ways pushing harder. You want transformations to occur 
in your poetry. 
A scientist is happy when he mixes two chemicals 
together to make a beautiful yellow smoke that was never 
made before. 
What a wonderful thing. He's done that. He's 
done. He's taken this and taken that and done this 
thing •.. that satisfies science. 
In poetry you try for transformations through 
discovery. You are not dealing with a poem that you 
really even know about yet until it's written. You're 
looking for evidence constantly, a surprise. Surprise 
of course in words, thought, emotion. 
WHO WERE THE GREATEST INFLUENCES ON YOUR WRITING? 
As writers? The ones I admire? There are so many. 
Bob McRoberts was the first poet who made me feel 
that what I was doing, writing, was important. Not 
only important to me but maybe to other people somehow. 
It's very hard to say who my favorite writers are. I 
certainly picked up little stylistic things from this 
one poet or that poet that I've read at different 
times. I admire many writers and different aspects of 
their work. 
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If I am affected positively by a poet, I feel an 
affirmation again, that poetry is worthwhile. The fact 
that they have produced another volume of art seems to 
support my own art in some way. 
I've shied away from a lot of very young writers 
this year and I've been reading writers such as Cavafy, 
Turgenev, Gogol, Amichai, Kunitz, Phillip Larkin and 
others. 
It's very hard to point out different poets that 
have influenced me. I would say Bob McRoberts' poetry 
influenced me. He influenced me as a teacher, and as 
a poet. He's a very unapplauded poet. 
DID YOUR COLLEGE AND GRADUATE SCHOOL EDUCATION HELP 

YOU IN YOUR WRITING SKILLS AND DEVELOPMENT AS A WRITER? 

Certainly, for a couple of reasons. One is that you 
are in a place where you're supposed to be writing so 
you're working and you're getting feedback from your 
teachers and your peers. Your work is going to change 
depending on how much you listen to that feedback. Plus 
you're going to be introduced to books that you wouldn't 
have picked up by yourself. So, you read things that 
are recommended to you. Plus you are in a situation 
where you can consider yourself a working writer; that's 
what you're there for. 
WHAT IS YOUR ATTITUDE TOWARD WRITING PROGRAMS IN 
GENERAL? 
I think they're important. The big mistake I made, 
which I was totally unaware of at the time, was that 
I ignored some very important classical literature. 
I concentrated on contemporary literature; that's 
all I was buying and reading. Most contemporary writing 
can't match some of the work written previous to the 
20th century. 
Reading helps a writer greatly. By reading other 
poets I can see how they were able to express them­
selves through forms--syntax, vocabulary, content. Other 
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literature can offer you examples that a teacher or your 
own experiences can't. 
WHAT HAPPENS AT THE FINE ARTS WORK CENTER IN 
PROVINCETOWN? 
My fellowship at the Fine Arts Work Center was very 
important to me. It gave me seven months of uninter­
rupted time to work on my book, and I think that those 
seven months were crucial to the completion of Reckless 
Wedding. Because I was given a monthly stipend, al­
though it wasn't very much, I was able to avoid getting 
other employment. I worked at least seven hours a day 
on my writing, and I had the pleasure and instruction 
of meeting other writers and painters in a community 
that's very serious about producing art. 
Winter in Provincetown is very quiet, there are 
no distractions, only two or three bars remain open, 
there's not even any movies. Just a wonderful sense 
of the ocean and the privacy of being in a place that's 
mostly boarded up. To some, it was awful, but to those 
who wanted only to work and associate with a few others, 
it was a perfect habitat for writers. 
Since my daughter went to school most of the day, 
I wrote throughout the morning and often in the even­
ing. I also read many books, and almost all my con­
versations with people were about literature or writ­
ing. It was more valuable to me than my three years 
at the University of Iowa. It was quite serious. I 
was no longer a student, but a practicing poet. 
It's a small organization, and the fellows are 
chosen for their ability as writers and their actual 
needs in certain moments of their careers. Fellow­
ships are not given to those who have had a great 
deal of success, the program is for writers in critical 
times of their careers, when such support would be most 
advantageous. All in all, my experience in Province­
town can best be labeled as my most fruitful period so 
far. 
44 
46
Aldebaran, Vol. 12, Iss. 1 [1982], Art. 1
http://docs.rwu.edu/aldebaran/vol12/iss1/1
Mikula & Davis/FLOOK 
DO YOU READ REGULARLY? 
Not as much as I'd like to now that I'm working this 
full-time job but if I did have the time I would be 
reading much more. I read poetry always. I 
books to work and read on my lunch hours. I 
freedom to read Moby Dick again. 
take 
crave the 
DO YOU READ POETRY IN THE SLICK MAGAZINES? 
No, I can't afford to pay two dollars for those maga­
zines. I do read literary magazines when I get a hold 
of them. 
BASED ON YOUR EXPERIENCE, DO YOU THINK THERE'S A 
FUTURE FOR YOUNG POETS? 
I hope so. I think that it's difficult. I would hope, 
or assume that there is, just like there was a future 
for poets 200 years ago. If you're going to be a poet, 
and you're going to be a good poet, then you just work 
at it, do it. As far as a future concerning job situa­
tions, that's very difficult because there are very few 
teaching jobs open for poets. The market is so over­
loaded with poets. It's very hard to get a tenure 
track job at a college or university. The job situation 
is not very good. But of course there's a future for 
poets--hopefully! 
DO YOU THINK PEOPLE ARE READING POETRY TODAY? 
I don't think that the public that never read poetry 
is ever going to start reading poetry. I think the 
public that reads poetry is still there. It may even 
be a little greater than it was twenty years ago. No, 
you're never going to get people who don't read it to 
read poetry, unless it's put on television or into the 
T.V. Guide or something. There will always be a public 
for poetry but it may be very small. 
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WHAT DO YOU THINK IS THE RESPONSIBILITY OF THE POET IN 
SOCIETY TODAY? 
In society? You mean, should poets be political? What 
would society be without the arts? I have this conver­
sation a lot with my father. 
True art is very important. As far as politics, 
I think that overtly political poems have their places 
in certain magazines but I haven't a great interest in 
being a political writer. I am certainly displaying 
a kind of personal politics and I'm writing about human 
situations and morals, statements on morality or this 
or that. 
So, hopefully poetry will have a bigger place in 
society. Before television I think there was a bigger 
place. Reading used to be a major form of entertain­
ment and people used to read poetry. In the 1800's 
Americans read poetry in Colliers magazine. It was 
lousy poetry, but people did read more poetry when 
there was less stimulation, less distraction. 
I certainly hope that poetry is still consider­
ed important. In Russia, poetry is very important 
in a strange way. They tell the poet to write optim­
istically about the state. The government supports 
poets who are positive, and censors the others, even 
exhi1es them. They are not really free to write what 
they want to write. 
Maybe art in America would become greatly color­
ful, the art world in America, if we were told we can't 
do what we want to, if there were limitations put on 
us about how we could express ourselves. In some ways 
we've had it too easy. It's too easy to produce 
massive quantities of bad art. 
YOUR EXPERIENCES WITH YOUR CHILD AND YOUR EX-HUSBAND 
ARE PROBABLY INFLUENTIAL IN MANY WAYS IN YOUR POEMS, 
HOW DO YOU FEEL ABOUT BEING AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL AND 
PERSONAL IN A POEM? 
I think that in some instances I am very autobiograph­
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ical but not in the sense of confessionalism. I've 
written some poems that were very explicit, but when 
you write about an experience and don't temper it with 
afterthought it makes for very dramatic writing. 
When you're going through a situation that's diff­
icult, your perception of it isn't true until much later. 
If you write something down that's happening to you and 
you become so involved or enraptured by it, it becomes 
overwhelming and untrue. 
Some of my work is very autobiographical, dealing 
with my childhood and mothering and hopefully, if 
they're good poems, they've got perspective and thought 
behind them. It comes to a point of understanding 
rather than just running off at the mouth. 
HAS YOUR WRITING CHANGED SIGNIFICANTLY OVER THE YEARS? 
Well certainly it's changed. The content has changed 
of course. As an undergraduate I had a great energy 
in my writing which I hope I still have. I admire the 
fact that when I was younger, 19 or 20, I had such 
energy. My work was imaginative but it~didn't make a 
whole lot of sense! And I didn't know that much about 
the world. Once in a while I'd hit on something that 
was true but not very often. 
Having a daughter, of course, has changed my writ­
ing. I didn't have a daughter to write about before. 
I've had different relationships; as your life changes 
so does your writing, the content of your writing. 
Hopefully, you're a better writer. Someone said, "The 
most important part of the pencil is the eraser," and I 
think you get better as a writer and you're not erasing 
on the page, you're erasing in the process of writing, 
you're not writing something down that's bad. 
I have had some real turning points in my writing. 
The University of Iowa, and more importantly, The Fine 
Arts Work Center. The Work Center was kind of a re­
birth. I was able to sit down and some work done. 
I never write much about my marriage. I don't 
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have poems about my divorce or anything. I have a couple 
of references to my ex-husband but they aren't intimate 
references, they're public references. As your life 
changes so does the content and the quality of your writ­
ing. As you move along as a writer, hopefully, your 
voice both endures and improves. 
ARE YOU A PERFECTIONIST? 
I am in the sense that I want to write better every 
time. But I don't believe in perfectionism. 
Valery said that, "There's no such thing as a fin­
ished poem-only an abandoned one." You might write a 
poem long enough to call it finished but it's really 
only abandoned. It's never completed. It's never made 
perfect. Really you can't make a poem perfect because 
poetry doesn't have a beginning and a finish. A poem 
should have a beginning and a finish; but poetry writ­
ing doesn't have that finish. You move on, you keep 
going. The poem finishes, but you don't. So, there's 
never that sense of perfection. 
WHAT ARE YOUR IMMEDIATE GOALS AS A WRITER? 
I'd love to receive a grant but I'd probably have 
better luck winning some insurance claim or something. 
I want to keep writing. I want to do well raising my 
daughter. I would like to reach a certain satisfac­
tion within the conflicting forces of my life as a 
writer, and as an ordinary person. 
* * * 
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UNDERGROUND 
There is no guardrail, 
often people fall. 
Upon your head you can wear a light 
like a miner or a mushroom picker. 
You might find something so deep 
and want to keep it. 
Some rooms are thin as shell, 
gnawed by echoes. In love you leave 
your voice behind. When it comes back 
shivering, like special effects, 
you never trust the sound of it. 
Many have come before, using lies 
as pick axes, 
promises leaked from stone 
like pink gas, making the head ache. 
Don't look for gold; anything looks bright 
when you alone first find it. 
Farther on, in daylight, nothing remains 
important. 
Like this: A man on the subway 
rides to work. Across the aisle 
a woman goes the same way, 
she has a funny look, and on her hand 
a diamond big as a rat's eye. 
The man wants to take one thing back 
to illuminate the normal business of a day, 
the curve of her mouth, or coal 
on her eyelid. People are fooled 
by artificial night. The lucky find 
a little crack 
in the dark, and climb out 
before the train goes down 
following its arc of light. 
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POISON CLOUD 
When Pam Snyder bleached her hair, 

high, frozen cheeks burning-­
the neighborhood changed. 

I was always lonely, nothing 

surprised me. Even when the sky 

turned yellow and the smog 

from Chester went out of control, 

it was nothing 

but an awful light. 

The laundry was ruined again, 

mothers wept 

pulling the lines. 

Everyone was worried about 

the cold war and then brain tumors. 

We went down to the warehouse 

where boys had smashed 

the vending machines 

for nickels and quarters. 

Circled by heavy blocks of chrome, 

her white head 

sliced open by mirrors 

created a shattered light. 

It was the first time 

I felt lost, as she danced 

in front of 30¢ cigarettes 

looking like all of the Shire11es. 
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"If there's a bomb 
we'll hide right here 
until half the world is gone." 
She promised me this. But she wouldn't 

let her roots grow out, she had a toothbrush 

and a bottle of peroxide. 

Dividing her hair with her hands 

she rubbed it hard 

like money. 

Nothing happened. 

My hair grew long and black 

and I fell in 

with someone new. 

I was stolen away, my mother said, 

just in time. 

Sometimes my palms get hot 

as if I am holding fire 

or a beautiful face 

is breaking into sharp pieces. 

I saw her in Ronnie's Corvette 

a wound up light in her head. 

Like summer blindness, no one 

could reach her or touch her fast enough. 

Even the boy, who might have been happy, 

was forced to look straight ahead 

sunk low, and driving into it. 
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SMALL CRIMES 
The inefficiency of petty thieves 

creates humor in newspaper headlines, 

when people are caught 

holding on to what seems worthless. 

I tried to walk away with love, 

to possess it like something small 

and taken at random. 

Only a few others, standing close, 

seemed to notice. 

No one apprehended in love 

can deny his part in it. 

They say premeditation begins 

with lust, when dreams progress secretly 

as engineering. Innocence is a wordlessness 

earned by the dead. 

Mostly, it's impulse, 

like peeling varnish from public property 

or writing a name on some bridge 

above a freeway. 

Desire spills its paint at night, 

or in broad daylight goes out 

a revolving door 

underneath a woman's clothing. 

After this, it's hard to return. 

As when you enter a department store 

and the cashier keeps an eye on you. 

I wanted to give everything back, and took 

a taxi but could not describe the place. 

Between dark buildings, 

I saw people leave their friends 

and mark the spot with colored chalk, 

More privately, even hearts become defaced. 

It happened when I recognized the initials 

of someone I once knew, 

and I just felt more alone. 

Behind me, another waits 

and another to steal his place, 

to step from one shadow to the next. 
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THE GRIND 

Lenore rushed from her apartment early in the 
morning to catch the bus. If she arrived late at the 
office, it would be her ninth consecutive day of late­
ness. She had been warned. Panting, she neared the 
bus stop only to see her bus pulling away slowly, leav­
ing in its wake a fat tail of fumes. 
"Stop. Wait for me," she cried before gagging on 
the fumes. 
She slackened her step. Now she had time to buy 
a copy of The Star at the newsstand. Waiting at the bus 
stop, she hoped she hadn't sweat too much after her exer­
tion. If she had, her efforts spent grooming herself 
would have been for naught. She'd never be taken for a 
darling if she smelled like an athlete. The office al­
ready had its fair share of gruesome odors. 
The newspaper failed to hold her attention. She 
was upset because she had not been selected for the new 
computer training program instituted at her office. She 
worked as an office aide for the Snow Crust Ice Cream 
Company in Brooklyn. Mr. Roper, the office manager, in­
censed her when he turned down her application because 
of her excessive lateness and absence. She agreed that 
both her lateness and absence records could be improved, 
but believed that she had been rejected for another reason. 
She saw things as they really were at that office, and was 
not afraid to speak her mind. The office was an organiza­
tion of fools. Grown-ups in the kiddie business of ice 
cream. 
"Please sign in on the late register," Miss Marshall 
said, stepping over to the time registers, quickly, to 
prevent Lenore from signing the on-time register. 
"I'm sorry," Lenore smiled. "I never can remember 
Which is which. It's such a petty thing to get excited 
about. " 
"You were reaching for the on-time register, and 
you're almost a half hour late," Miss Marshall said, 
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sourly. 
"I know. I'm awful," Lenore smiled, and added. 
"Oh Rita, your outfit is lovely." 
"Thank you," Rita answered, stiffly. "I believe 
Mr. Hannon wants to see you about your lateness." 
"Ohhhh!" Lenore cried. 
She placed her things on her desk, removed her 
coat, and hung it up with care. She returned to her 
desk, grabbed her handbag, and raced out to the ladies 
room. Twenty minutes later she was ready to see Mr. 
Hannon. 
"Hi Mike," she said, greeting Mr. Hannon. "I'm 
late and I'm sorry. The woman who takes my son to the 
day care center didn't show. I had to rush him over. 
When I left the house, I discovered that I had for­
gotten my keys. I had to rush back and get them. I 
tried to a cab, but I couldn't, and then I missed 
my bus." 
"Roper's ticked off again. He called the day 
care center. Someone there told him that your son 
made the pick-up service," Mr. Hannon said. 
"Yes, but he was late. What does Roper think 
he's running an office or a concentration camp?" 
Lenore asked, angrily. 
"He offered you a chance to start work at ten 
instead of nine but you refused. You can't say that 
he hasn't tried," Mr. Hannon said. 
"He should try a little harder," Lenore snapped, 
lighting a cigarette. "What does he know about rais­
ing a child? Coming in at ten wouldn't solve my prob­
lem. I'd get home too late. I'm really surprised 
that you let a jerk like Roper push you around." 
"I have to listen to him. I don't enjoy call 
you in here to talk about lateness, but what can I do? 
Tell my boss to go to hell?" 
"It would help," Lenore said. 
"Please," Mr. Hannon pleaded. 
"You shouldn't believe Roper all the time. Why 
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don't you believe me? I told you I had difficulty get­
ting my son ready. When I said I had to 'rush him over', 
I didn't mean he missed the pick-up service. I meant 
that I had to rush like hell dressing him allover so 
that he'd be ready for that miserable pick-up service. 
You should see the way they handle children. You'd think 
they were hauling bundles instead of livestock, II Lenore 
said. 
"I know it's hard when you have to raise a child 
all alone, but please try to improve. I'm required to 
do follow-up reports on you now. Roper is always point­
ing to employees like Mrs. Dalambits who has a near­
perfect attendance record, and yet has to raise five 
children alone. II 
"Hattie? What kind of an example is she to follow 
when she allowed herself to get caught five times?" 
Lenore asked. 
"There will be no more warnings after today," Mr. 
Hannon said. 
IIHattie is in good health. I'm a physical wreck. 
I have poor blood pressure, and I suffer from migraine 
headaches. I'm weak too. I lose too much iron. I see 
spots before my eyes everyday, and I suffer from heart 
palpitations. Two weeks ago I finally started to feel 
a little better, and then I suffered an asthmatic attack. 
I'm irregular. My feet are coid. And I think my spinal 
cord is going. Don't you know a sick woman when you see 
one?" Lenore asked. 
"If you're that sick, why aren't you out on leave?" 
Mr. Hannon asked, concerned. 
"I'm okay if I'm left alone. People make me sick. 
I need my job too much to go on any dumb medical leave," 
Lenore replied. 
"Are you sure you're doing the right thing tinder 
the circumstances?" Mr. Hannon asked. 
"Yes. I'll be fine as long as I'm not bullied all 
day by good-far-nothing bosses," Lenore whined. 
"Me bully you?" Mr. Hannon asked, hurt. "I'm 
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pleading with you. I don't bully anyone. I'm the fair­
est of supervisors." 
"Save it, 1:-tlke. I'll try to be good," Lenore said, 
dryly. 
She left Mr. Hannon's office, looked back at the 
closed door, and made an obscene gesture with the middle 
finger of her right hand. Sitting at her desk she felt 
confined. Her typewriter stared at her. Her incoming 
work basket was overflowing. She glanced at one item, 
and saw that it was dated two weeks earlier. Maybe this 
afternoon she sighed. There was no reason to exert her­
self typing when Mr. Roper didn't think her good enough 
to enter his dumb computer program. 
She dialed her daily horoscope, and made a face 
when an alternating high and low tone reminded her that 
her call was being denied. Mr. Roper had installed a 
device with the help of the phone company that denied 
all leisure calls like horoscopes, dial-a-joke, and dial­
a-prayer. 
Roper waS too much Lenore fumed. Here she was re­
jected for the new program, persecuted for coming to work 
a few minutes late, and now thanks to Roper, she was 
being denied a ten-cent phone call. Then she was suppos­
ed to hustle through her incoming work basket and get 
the typing done. Defiantly, she dialed her girlfriend, 
Alma. 
"Hi, it's me, Lenore," she said. 
"How are you?" Alma asked. 
"Terrible. This office is getting to me. It's 
the worst place in the world to work. They pay you 
peanuts, treat you like dirt, and expect you to break 
your back working," Lenore replied. 
"No it isn't, honey. My office is the worst 
place in the world to work," Alma said. 
"It couldn't be," Lenore persisted. 
"It is," Alma maintained. "They're talking about 
hiring two management people, a man and a woman. Both 
are to be trained to recognize employees by the shoes 
they wear. Then their jobs will be to keep the bath­
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rooms under surveillance. If the same pair of shoes 
falls under their view from the stalls once too often, 
the wearer had better be prepared to do some explaining, 
or else bring something back on a stick." 
"Alma! You're disgusting," Lenore said, adding. 
"I didn't know that your firm took suggestions from Roper." 
"Everybody's furious. We're trying to get the peo­
ple on the floor above us to cooperate with us. We want 
to have keys made to the bathrooms on that floor. 1I 
"Hi ya, Sal. How are you?" Lenore called out to 
Mr. Greebes, a co-worker. 
"Lenore?" Alma said, puzzled. 
"I'm sorry. Greebes just passed, and I had to say 
hello. His dandruf f is st ill as b ad as ever," Lenore 
said. 
"We've a woman here named Betty," Alma said. "I 
told you about her. She never changes her clothes." 
"Isn't it a pity we have to work with such slobs," 
Lenore said. "Even my boss, Mr. Hannon. I don't think 
he's washed himself in a month. No wonder this office 
stinks." 
"Slobs, Lenore. You got them at your place. We 
have them at ours. How's Tony?" 
"Don't mention that name to me. He're through. 
He was about to split anyway. -He was just like Paul, 
another bimbo. He doesn't want a baby. He wants to be 
the baby," Lenore said. 
"Men," Alma sighed. 
"He's the least of it now. It's this place that's 
got me down today. Rita, that witch of a timekeeper, 
caught me trying to sign the on-time register. She had 
this hideous outfit on. Something you'd wear to a mass 
murder. I told her it was gorgeous. If she can believe 
that, she can believe she's beautiful. II 
III may have to hang up soon. My boss is giving me 
dirty looks," Alma said. 
"Tell him to shove his dirty looks," Lenore said, 
annoyed. 
"You're more assertive than me. 1--" 
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"Oh, there's Mr. Walters. He's like Betty. I 
think that black suit he wears must be a part of his skin 
by now," Lenore interrupted. 
She placed her hand on the receiver, and called out, 
to Mr. Walters. 
"Hi there, Charlie. How's the family? And how are 
you feeling?" 
"Really, I have to get off," Alma said. 
"Pretend you're making a business call. I haven't 
told you about Charlie yet." 
"Who?" Alma asked. 
"Charlie, Mr. Walters. He's having an affair," 
Lenore said. 
"Tell me later. I'm really sorry but I have to 
go," Alma said. 
"Call me tonight," Lenore said, hanging up the 
phone. 
Lenore got up from her desk and headed for the 
ladies room. She dropped a novel that had been gather­
ing dust in her desk into her handbag, intending to do 
a little reading in the stall before Roper hired some 
shoe spotters. 
In the ladies room she looked herself over in the 
long mirror. Her silk blouse blended well with her 
flared black skirt. Her shoes were black with a modi­
fied heel. She touched up her makeup, and straighten­
ed the bow of her blouse. It was necessary to wear 
dark outfits working in such a filthy office. She had 
not perspired too much and that pleased her. She won­
dered if her complexion was too dark for her dark out­
fit. No. The pattern of white circles of her blouse 
saved her. Her stance was erect, graceful and feminine. 
Perhaps she shouldn't have told Mr. Hannon that her 
spinal cord was going. 
She tired after reading several pages. She took a 
seat on the lounge chair and smoked. Rita, the time 
keeper, entered the lounge. 
"I have menstrual pains," Lenore said, defensively. 
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Rita eyed her suspiciously. 
"I didn't say a word," she replied. 
"Don't," Lenore warned. 
Frowning, Lenore left the ladies room, knowing that 
Rita would linger there on make-believe business until 
she left. She walked to the water cooler. As she reach­
ed for a paper cup, she spotted Mr. Roper heading towards 
her. His glasses had a deep redish tint to shield his 
eyes from excessive glare. 
"After you, sir," Lenore said, smiling broadly at 
Mr. Roper, wondering if the red-eyed freak was going to 
say anything about her application. 
"Ladies first," Mr. Roper said, smiling. 
When Lenore finished drinking, she tossed her cup 
in the wastebasket. Mr. Roper eyed it curiously. 
"Is anything wrong?" Lenore asked. 
"No, dear," Mr. Roper replied. "Someone with pink 
lipstick has been littering the floor with drinking cups. 
I see you use an orange shade." 
"Always, II Lenore answered, wishing Mr. Roper a 
stroke that would send him toppling into the wastebasket 
head first. 
She went to the mail room where she met Norman, the 
head mail clerk. 
"Lenore, " Norman said, blushing deeply. 
Lenore smiled dreamily pleased with her affect on 
Norman. She noticed that when he blushed, the bald spot 
on his head turned red as well as his face. 
"Have you any mail for me?" she asked. 
"If there had been mail for you, I would have 
brought it over myself. On my hands and knees if I had 
to, II Norman replied. 
"Is that how Roper wants you to deliver the mail 
from now on?" Lenore asked. 
"No. He ... I mean. 1--" Norman stammered. 
"I was just checking," Lenore said, quickly. "Good­
bye." 
Lenore wasn't sure she should be thrilled because 
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she could devastate Norman merely by walking over to him. 
She was undecided because Tony, her ex-boyfriend, a real 
man despite his numerous shortcomings, never acted 
dopey. Norman acted dopey, and he was bujlt like a but­
ternut squash, and looked a little like one too. 
Back at her desk Lenore wondered how she could get 
one of the other girls to give her a hand with her work 
which was falling too far behind. Somehow she'd have to 
get Gloria to help. Gloria was a younger girl who was 
friendly with Lenore and admired her. She sought ad­
vice from her occasionally. Lenore would buy her lunch 
or give her a dress pattern to show her appreciation. 
Lenore's phone rang. 
"Hello," she said, sweetly. 
"Woooo-da-doooo," 'Hr. Korks cooed. 
"Hello Percy. Are you going to buy me lunch today?" 
Lenore asked. 
"Yes, my pet," Mr. Korks replied. 
"Bring your wallet this time. Don't forget it like 
you did before. I have to borrow twenty dollars. It's 
very important," Lenore said. 
"Shall we meet at the Grecian Pit?" Percy asked. 
"Okay, but be there on time or I'll start without 
you," Lenore teased. 
Percy Korks was an elderly bookkeeper who like 
Norman had a fondness for Lenore. She was friendly to­
wards him which flattered him. Her presence thrilled 
him. He longed for more than closeness, but made no ad­
vances since he never felt the time right. He was con­
tent buying her lunch, lending her money, and doing 
small favors for her. 
Mr. Korks was short. He had a slight paunch, and 
a few tufts of white hair. His glasses were thick, and 
gave him a goggled-eyed appearance. His smile was warm, 
toothless, and suggestive of an infant. 
Percy saw Lenore waiting outside the Grecian Pit. 
She waved impatiently. He tried to hurry but his efforts 
were useless. 
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"We won't get seats if you don't hurry," Lenore 
called. 
"I'm coming as fast as I can," Percy answered. 
"Did you bring the twenty?" Lenore asked. 
"Is snow white?" Percy replied, smiling. 
"You're a doll," Lenore said, pleased. "I'll pay 
you back soon. I promise." 
Lenore ordered veal cutlets while Percy asked for 
cot cheese, peaches and coffee. 
"I must eat lightly," he explained. "My doctor 
tells me that it is necessary if I'm to live to a ripe 
old age." 
"I didn't know you were sick, II Lenore said. 
"I'm not. Eating lightly is a preventive measure. 
I shouldn't even be drinking coffee, but that I can't 
resist. Did you know that a great deal of harm can come 
from a single cup of coffee?" Percy asked. 
"I didn't know that," Lenore said. 
"Oh yes," Percy assured her. 
"Have you seen or done anything exciting?" Lenore 
asked, once lunch was served. 
"I saw a funny TV show last night," Percy said, 
grinning as he recalled the show. "It was about a re­
tired magician who liked to delight people with his 
tricks, especially one trick he did with a huge ink squirt 
The trouble was that he had lost his touch, and nobody 
delighted in his tricks anymore. So he got fed up and 
grabbed a man who was in a hurry. He told him that he 
was going to delight him with a trick no matter what. 
The man didn't care about tricks because he was in a 
hurry. His wanting to leave forced the magician to speed 
up the ink squirt trick, and by doing so, he shot the ink 
squirt into his own face by accident. The man who was 
in a hurry laughed at that, but that just made the magi­
cian angry. He chased the man with the ink squirt still 
in his hand. The man stopped laughing and asked the 
magician why he was sore since he had delighted in the 
trick after all. The magician was too mad to answer. He 
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just kept calling out: "So you thought you were in a 
hurry before, eh?" Percy declared, laughing. 
He hit the table with his hand and upset his coffee 
which poured freely into his lap. 
"Ooooh," he cried, painfully bending over and 
clutching his groin tightly. 
"Are you all right?" Lenore asked, alarmed. 
''What is trouble? Something in food?" the waiter 
asked, frightened. 
"Can't you see?" Lenore replied. "He spilled his 
coffee." 
She grabbed a handful of napkins and gave them to 
Percy. 
"Brush yourself off with these," she said. 
As he did so, he splattered her black flared skirt 
with coffee. 
"0hhhh!" she cried. 
Percy moaned.. Lenore grew concerned. 
"We get doctor. He's a good friend and will come," 
the manager said to Lenore as he approached Percy. 
"Percy, most of the coffee's on the floor," Lenore 
said, hoping to diminish Percy's panic. 
"Excitement's allover. Go back everyone and 
eat," the waiter said, waving the curious onlookers back 
to their tables. Percy, holding onto Lenore, limped in­
to the manager's office. She led him to a chair. 
"Take it easy and rest until the ambulance comes," 
she said. 
"We get doctor," the manager told Lenore. "He's 
my friend." 
"I'll be all right," Percy said after several 
minutes. 
"Be sure," Lenore cautioned. 
"The coffee wasn't hot, just very warm. I'm more 
embarrassed than anything. My clothes are a mess," 
Percy said. 
"You just sit there and wait for the doctor," 
Lenore said. "I'll call the office and tell Roper." 
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After Lenore spoke with Mr. Roper, she called 
Gloria, and asked her to give her a hand with her work. 
She stressed Percy's accident as the primary reason for 
needing a hand. Gloria was happy to help. 
The doctor arrived and examined Percy. He was not 
seriously injured. The doctor gave him a salve, and told 
him that the redness would disappear in a few days. Percy 
was relieved. The manager asked him if he intended to 
call a lawyer. 
"No," he said after slight hesitation. 
While Percy talked with the doctor and the manager 
about his accident, Lenore tried to remove the stains 
from her skirt with a can of spot remover given to her by 
the manager. The manager was happy that Percy did not 
intend to sue. 
"My friend, you can now have on me two free meals. 
Order anything you like. One meal for you and another 
for your daughter," he said, smiling. 
Percy frowned at the reference to Lenore as his 
daughter, but he said nothing. They returned to the res­
taurant. Lenore felt a tinge of embarrassment walking 
with Percy since the coffee stains on his powder blue 
pants gave the impression that he had had an accident. 
But she didn't think he should be left alone. The manager 
also offered to pay Lenore's abd Percy's cleaning bills. 
On their way back to the office, Lenore told Percy 
that he could hold on to her for support. Percy had often 
longed for an invitation to hold onto Lenore, but declin­
ed, finding the circumstances too embarrassing. The 
stains on his pants were much more obvious as they walked 
along the street. 
"This is your lucky day," Lenore said. "You didn't 
have to buy me lunch." 
"Maybe I should have consulted a lawyer," Percy 
said, reflectively. "Something like this happened to a 
friend of mine and he did sue. He got a couple of hundred 
dollars. He claimed that he and his wife were inconven­
ienced for several days. He got it close to where I got 
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it, but only worse if you know what I mean. You see, 
the business of a husband and wife can sometimes be--" 
"I understand," Lenore interrupted him. "I'm 
not that young." 
"He was able to make his case stand up in court. 
So maybe I should have sued," Percy continued. 
"You might have a more difficult time making your 
case stand up," Lenore said, casually. 
They returned to the office two hours late. 
Lenore rushed off to check up on Gloria. 
"You're a doll," she exclaimed, hugging Gloria, 
after seeing her work completed. 
She returned to her desk and called Alma. 
"The people in this office are too much," she 
said. "I just had lunch with Percy Korks. You know, 
Norman the second. He was trying to tell me about 
some dumb TV show he had seen when before I know it he 
scalds himself with a piping hot cup of coffee. He 
got coffee stains on my skirt too. I could have kill­
ed him gladly, but when I saw how pained he looked, I 
got worried. I thought he might have really hurt him­
self, but it wasn't serious. The next time I'll have 
to bring some kind of halter to restrain him." 
"Why do you bother with him at all?" Alma asked. 
"He's all right most of the time," Lenore said, 
and changed the subject. "I don't care about the com­
puter training program. Computers are tiresome." 
"But what about the extra money?" Alma asked. 
"There's a limit even on that," Lenore said. 
"There'd be no limit for me, honey," Alma said. 
"How was your day?" Lenore asked. 
"Give me a break, and don't make me talk about 
it," Alma said. 
"Same here. I'm not doing another thing," 
Lenore declared. "I'm going to sneak downstairs for 
some coffee because I missed my coffee break, getting 
back here so late with Percy. Then I'll make a few 
calls or read in the ladies room before Roper finds 
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out what they're doing at your place, and hires some 
shoe spotters.1! 
'~e're not going through with that idea. There 
was too much bad feeling. Morale is low and production 
has suffered," Alma said. 
"Good," Lenore cried. 
"I have to hang up. My boss is giving me dirty 
looks," Alma said. 
"Tell your boss to shove his dirty looks," Lenore 
said, annoyed. 
"Maybe I can stay on a little longer," Alma said, 
timidly. 
"All this anguish just to make a measly phone 
call," Lenore sighed. "Life's sure a grind when you're 
a working stiff. II 
* * * 
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VALENTINES DAY 
He sent his daughter 
a blushing bouquet 
of flowers white and pink 
with little red plastic hearts. 
He sent his wife a plant 
with thick waxey leaves and 
dumbbell blossoms 
plus a card that said I love you. 
He hand delivered 
two dozen roses red 
to his mistress 
and there, he passed the night. 
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r-­
1.0 
day of atonement 
there can be no rage 
against the expanding face of the universe 
should we rise up against murder, insanity, 
we can only rise so far - perhaps six feet. 
all wisdom is sad and hellish 
all i can do is put my hand over my mouth in faith, like the unrestored Job. 
there can be no rage 
all i can do, in faith, is put my hand over my mouth. 
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PAINTING: THE CONSTRUCTION OF TROY 
Include a body, 

not your own: 

drag it around the walls 

one hundred times. 

WORKING 
Another light ticks on, 
and the paper pounds the table: 
your life slouches in the factory, 
its warranty illegible. 
SOIL 
Let us retain 

the marl that makes us men: 

darkness cannot claim 

what we will not abandon. 

AS SAS S INATI ON 
The sky is seal. 

Stars seep through: 

graves rise like fingers 

through the soil. 

MANSON 
The Catholic child sings choir, 

grows into a killer: 

her eyes are of the wildest ice, 

who touches her decides. 
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